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To spare your son, and kill your enemy :
(Vs i" my death's a grace too great to give,
Let me, my lord, without my Ozmyn live.
Far from your sight and Ozmyn's let me go,
And take from him a care, from you a foe.

Qzm, How. my Benzayda ! can you thus resign
That love, which you have vowed so firmly mine ?
Can you leave me for life and liberty?

B*n~. What I have d<vie will show that I dare die:
B-jt IT; twice suner dca:h, and go away,
Rather than make you wretched by my stay:
F>y this my father's freedom will be won \
And to your father I restore a son.

Selln. Cease, cease, my children, your unhappy strife,
Sclin will not be ransomed by your life.
Barbarian, thy old foe defies thy rage;           [To ABES,

Turn, from their youth, thy malice to my age.

Benzn Forbear, dear father ! for your Ozmyn's sake,
Do not such words to Ozmyn's father speak.

Qzm. Alas, 'tis counterfeited rage ; he strives
But to divert the danger from our lives:
For I can witness, sir, and you might see,

How in your person he considered me.

He still declined the combat where you were ;

And you well know it was not out of fear.

Bins. Alas, my lord, where can your vengeance fall ?

Your justice will not let it reach us all.

Selin and Ozmyn both would sufferers be;

And punishment's a favour done to me.

If we are foes, since you have power to kill,

'Tis generous in you not to have the will;

But. are we foes ?    Look round, my lord, and see :

Point out that face which is your enemy.

Would you your hand in Selin's blood embrue ?

Kill him unarmed, who, armed, shunned killing you?

Am I your foe ?    Since you detest my line,

That hated name of Zegry 1 resign